TERROR   IN   THE   CRYPT
lamentations. It was as though the gates of Tartarus
had burst asunder. It began with a grinding and
creaking, as of gigantic iron doors groaning on their
hinges, and swiftly increased to a most terrifying chorus
of yells, as if those doors had opened to let forth the
spirits of the damned. Lane was no coward, but this
was a sound to daunt the courage of a Drake or a Grenville.
For a moment he was beside himself. He was about to
turn and flee when, suddenly, the sound of the organ
in the church above fell upon his ear. The appalling
clamour that he had heard was but the mechanism of the
hydraulic apparatus that supplied the organ with wind,
getting into action. The organist had come in to
practise. That was all; but he was nearly the death of
Lane.
The tendency of our art treasures to migrate west-
wards was long the lament of all true patriots. No
sooner was it rumoured that a great collection was about
to come upon the market than hordes of American
dealers began to flock like birds of prey across the ocean.
Our famous and historic books, early specimens of
printing, rarest incunabula, antique silver, pictures—
above all, pictures—must needs quit their ancient home
and 'Sail beyond the sunset7 at the bidding of the almighty
dollar. Even our buildings were not safe. Milton's
cottage at Chalfont St. Giles had a narrow escape and it
was not so long ago that an offer, no doubt a handsome
one, was made for some ancient gateway or rampart in
one of our cathedral cities—was it Winchester?—in
order that it might be re-erected, stone by stone, in some
American town of the same name. Various suggestions
were put forward to remedy this state of affairs. John
Lane, though a good American, was a still better English-
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